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The best part of most books is the introductory 
epigram. 


Roses have thorns, cats have claws, at its highest level, 
self-defense is integral to beauty. 


It is a mistake to see women as angels but it is a worst 
mistake not to detect their angelic qualities and thus 
draw the wrong conclusion. 


Her beauty was a force of nature, expressed as powers 
of attraction and deception. 


In attempting the conceal the effect of her beauty, he 
most effectively communicated the effect of her beauty. 
And he knew it. 


We are not so much machines for remembering as 
formulars for forgetting. 


How often it has seemed the solace of every grief was in 
the sound of falling rain 


The presentation of cruelty is sometimes a mediation on 
mercy. 


His mildness was due to intensities that canceled 
themselves out. 


Our sins of the better sort, of course we loved them and 
want no exoneration. 


Remorse never rides upon success. It walks in the dust 
and may never catch up. 


True, you don’t have enduring soul but no god has your 
perspective on the universe. 


Were our skins transparent (and we dressed less), seeing 
the fragility and majesty of our anatomy would make us 
more merciful, at least for a week. 


Taking yourself seriously is a service best performed by 
others. 


The purest contempt is never contaminated by airing. 


A friend: someone you know how to lie to. 


Your enemies love you for your faults in a way your 
friends never could. 


No guru required: the most effective mantra for the 
realization of “No-Self” are the words “My friends have 
betrayed me.” 


That literature, unlike art and music, has no 
instantaneous aesthetic effect is its great debility and 
immense power. 


Art should give pleasure but there is no requirement that 
the pleasure be pleasurable. 


Every artist laughs at Death; the bonehead has gone 
after than man when he should have gone for the ball. 


Art, music, literature; a child’s abandoned toys. 


Given that we die, its entirely natural our appetite is for 
dangerous delights. 


What rare and satisfying justice when one’s chosen way 
of life is one’s path to death. 


Life and death are both natural locations but life is the 
island and death the sea. 


At the riverbank, we must drop all burdens. Our 
lightness, not our strength gets us to the other side. 


Karl Kraus: “It’s bad when the rats leave the sinking ship 
but even worse when they rush to get onboard.” And 
even worse when they hold a meeting io discuss the 
changing maritime circumstances. 


Fall of any Rome: too many memories, too many laws 
and too many emperors but too few to manage the 
memories and laws. 


Time had tailored all his idiosyncrasies to fit him, now 
more mannequin than man, like a made to measure suit. 


Riddle: How is a book of aphorisms like a small-town 
race track? The same 


old nags go round and round. 


You say the aphorists is anti-systematic. Indeed, that is 
his system. 


We are fretted instruments, designed to be sounded to 
our depths. 


A genuine gentleman, he regretted being unable to 
challenge himself to a duel. 


What’s annoying about every religion is that they have 
stopped asking questions and are confidently providing 
answers. 


To enable renewal, its recommended one build on 
unreliable foundations. 


Clarifying thought by thinking is like purifying water 
with water; both methods have their limitations. 


Your friends won’t tell you the truths that hurt and your 
enemies won’t the ones that help. They are the same 
truths, the ones you must need to know. 


Sex is the dream of life. We sometimes listen to children 
and the aged who are awake in ways the primetime 
adults never are. 


Dreams—thoughts thinking. 


“Knowledge you do not want.” The only real kind, 
everything else is mere information. 


Like that pledging sip of the sea one takes on the last 
day of vacation, our knowledge is a taste of hopeful 
brine. 


Stabbed yes, but impervious now to all shorter thrusts. 


In this respect, pulverizing damage is better than partial. 
One can reassemble a self that shows no sign of a scar. 


It does seem the odds may have shifted in your favor 
once the worst has happened. 


Hummingbirds sip sweetness from even a plastic flower. 


It is convenient to divide the world into the true and 
false but ultimately it is a more inscrutable object - a 
true fiction. 


Nothing is more cheerful than watching chipmunks 
darting among the headstones. 


People really do resist their happy self- realization; we 
are'the serpent in our own garden. 


Understanding our capacity for unhappiness is almost a 
comfort in the way certain aches are almost a pleasure. 
(We acquire knowledge of our limit and it larger than we 
Supposed.) 


Even under our best illumination we are objects in the 
world and cast shadows. 


Those blank looks, everybody running their fluid 
consciousness over some stone of embedded sorrow, 
trying to smooth it down. 


Overcoming the tiger by riding it—not an option for the 
tiger. 


Art that matters is always dressing to a wound. 


Between most couples lies a body of betrayal and that’s 
the body they make love to. 


How often one has wished for oblivion—but only on one’s 
own terms. 


Nothing is more life enhancing than a talent for 
forgetting. 


High wind in trees, a deep lesson about force, resisting it 
and yielding. 


We all know to be wary of oaks thrashing in a storm. But 
it’s the small things that trip us up: mice, acorns, wet 
leaves, an inch of uneven sidewalk. 


We are wiser than we know and more foolish. Our lives 
take place in a state of duplex ignorance. 


I had acquired a taste, a longing for catastrophe but 
when it came, I was satisfied with just a taste. 


He was drawn to his shame like a moth to flame. 


A devilish old man, he was determined to make up for 
the virtues of his youth. 


It’s charming really, people living like they will live 
forever. 


The nearest set of eyes, only inches away yet scope 
enough for another world. 


Since something unidentified underlies the cosmos, you 
can be confident that whatever it is said it is - God, 
karma, quantum mechanics. - isn’t. 


Fate, he realized, was nothing in particular; it was 
everything that happened. 


The hounds were always baying after success but he 
knew a quiet place of failure and no one would follow 
him there. 


He considered it a great success, his having failed to 
achieve in less than a hundred pages what other writers 
had failed to achieve in thousands. 


It may be later than we think and true, too, that the 
worst has already happened. 


To proselytizers of “Emptiness” it is not impolite to point 
out that it is not called Emptiness for nothing. (And that 
a little goes a long way.) 


“In a manner of speaking” was, roughly, his manner of 
speaking. 


In one respect, Death is an admirable fellow; he’s a doer 
not a talker. 


It would be rude to bar the door to Death, his being, 
after all, a near relation. But not to worry; he’s already 
inside, patiently waiting. 


No one really dances with Death but each of us is 
partnered with some deadening weight which in our 
efforts to stay upright gives a characteristic figuration to 
our motion, the choreography of life. 


After death there is either nothing or something. 
Nothing asks nothing of us. The probability of 
something, no matter how low, requires our preparation. 


It is certainly true our pleasures will do us in, as will our 
pains, only more painfully. 


To test friendship (not a recommended activity) sit your 
friend down and talk about your successes - or his. 


People and hence nations desire triumph and accept 
tragedy, two sides of the same coin whose face value is 
“meaning”. 


It’s not all bad, being divided against oneself. There is 
always somebody to talk to. 


That slight whiff of death between lovers ... they have 
suffocated time, for a time, between their arms. 


The time after time has stopped - one of the lovers looks 
at the clock. 


How strange that we forgive those who bore us more 
readily than those we have bored. 


Some mirages are real oases. 


The most skillful liars know, above all, how to deceive 
themselves. 


He was such a rotter, I was concerned I might meet him 
again someday and find he had reformed and thus 
lessened his exposure to his own depravity. 


Faced with a fork in the road, anyone can choose to turn 
left or right, that is our freedom. And every turn takes us 
deeper into the labyrinth, that is our fate. 


The young artist needs the confidence to say “Yes”, the 
mature artist the doubt to say “No.” 


Art has become jealous of junk, which has become more 
artful. 


Never forget: the greatest danger to any artist 
attempting the highest achievement isn’t foes but friends 
and fans. They know exactly where to thrust the knife 
and have in hand the invisibly poisoned blade, praise. 


Style transpires (or expires) in a short arc between 
beguilement and satiety. 


The aphorism—a kind of epitaph (or epithet) of truth. 


“He was an aphorist.” “Oh, and was he stung much?” 


“That’s the last you’ll hear from me” cheeped the 
Sparrow, rather heroically it thought, from under the 
cat’s claw. 
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